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It was pitch dark when I awoke. I was lying on my left
side on the hard narrow plank. I stretched out my right hand
to find my handkerchief, which I had by me, when to my
horror it encountered another hand, stiff and cold as ice. I
have never in my life been so frightened, and it was several
minutes before I recovered my senses sufficiently to perceive
that it was my own left hand I was grasping; it had become
insensible through the hardness of the boards, and the weight
of my body. This incident, trivial in itself, made me think.
I saw I was in a position which distorted and exaggerated
everything, so that what was true appeared false, and what
was false appeared true. I determined to be on my guard
against the chimeras my heated imagination was certain to
conjure up; for the first time in my life, at the age of
thirty, I called to my aid the philosophy whose germs had
always 6een dormant in me. Many men die without ever
having really reflected in their lives, and this not because
they are lacking in intelligence, but because circumstances of
a sufficiently extraordinary nature have never arisen to shake
them out of their routine.
At last the day began to break, after what seemed an
interminable night, and I heard the sound of bolts being
withdrawn. The harsh voice of the gaoler came through the
door, 'Well, have you had time to think of what you would
like to eat?5
I replied civilly that I should like some rice soup, boiled
beef, a roasfof some kind, some bread, wine, and water. I
saw that he was astonished at my not complaining, and he
asked if I did not wish for a bed and some furniture? Tor/
said he, cif you think you are only here for one day you are
mistaken.'
'Bring me what you think is necessary/
eWhere am I to go for these things? Here is a pencil and
paper, write down what you want/
I made a list of the things I required, clothes, furniture,
and the books the inquisitors had taken out of rny room.
cNot so fast, not so fast/ said the brute j 'cross off books*

